Prose : an accident
It was four o'clock in the afternoon, it was raining and the weather was bad.

I was drinking a cup of tea in the café near the market when I saw an accident.

A cyclist was going down the street quite (assez) fast

and did not see the traffic lights (les feux)

A car which was turning right at the junction did not stop

and hit (heurter) the cyclist, who fell from his bike.

An old lady arrived. "Are you okay?" she asked,

"Where does it hurt ? Say something (quelque chose) !"

But the young man said nothing.

The driver got out. "I'm sorry," he said, "Someone is calling the police."

"I am a policeman," said the cyclist, "I need an ambulance, not a police car."

"You're lucky," said the other man, "I am an ambulance driver

at the hospital. Ill go and get my vehicle."

